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Yet sometimes I caught a flying moment to turn aside
and contrast my present situation with my past one. What
was all this ? Was I the same being ? But my head was
in a whirl, and I had not time or calmness to solve the
perplexing inquiry.

There was a boy and his name was Musseus. He was
somewhat my elder. Of a kind, calm, docile, mellow nature,
moderate in everything, universally liked, but without the
least influence, he was the serene favourite of the school.
It seemed to me that I never beheld so lovely and so pen-
sive a countenance. His face was quite oval, Ms eyes deep
blue: his rich brown curls clustered in hyacin thine grace
upon the delicate rose of his downy cheek, and shaded the
light blue veins of his clear white forehead.

I beheld him: I loved him. My friendship was a passion.
Of all our society he alone crowded not around me. He
was of a cold temperament, shy and timid. He looked
upon me as a being whom he could not comprehend, and
rather feared. I was unacquainted with his motives, and
piqued with Ms conduct. I gave up my mind to the acquisi-
tion of his acquaintance, and of course I succeeded. In
vain he endeavoured to escape. Wherever he moved, I
seemed unintentionally to hover around him ; whatever he
wanted, I seemed providentially to supply. In the few
words that this slight intercourse called forth, I addressed
him in a tone strange to our rough life ; I treated him with
a courtesy which seemed to elevate our somewhat coarse
condition. He answered nothing, was confused, thankful,
agitated. He yielded to the unaccustomed tenderness of
my manner, to the unwonted refinement of my address.
He could not but feel the strange conviction that my con-
duct to him was different from my behaviour to others, for
in truth his presence ever subdued my spirit, and repressed
my artificial and excited manner.
Musasus was lowly born, and I was noble ; he poor, and